AU GUST

to make up their minds to 6 go back to the Army
again *.
The band plays on, softly, ddiciously :

The flowers that bloom in the spring,

Tra la,

Have nothing to do with the case.
I've got to take under my wing,

Tra la,
A most unattractive old thing,

Tra la,

With a caricature of a face.
And that's what I mean when I say

or I sing,
Oh, bother the flowers that bloom in the spring . . .

Then it gallops to the c tra la's 3 and old men beat
their walking-sticks on the ground and girls sing
under their breath. But the scarlet parade stands
stock still. The wind blows into the black bearskins.
A busy sergeant-major crosses the court with his chest
out as if he were about to crow, rams his stick under
his arm, hurls his head round towards the two
majors, and flashes a white-gloved hand to the big
black hearthrug on his head*

c Oh, listen what they're playing now !' says a
girl.

They are playing a waltz ! Such a waltz ! Such
a dreamy, sloppy, sentimental waltz ! And I feel
obscurely touched by the contrast of this waltz and
two guards standing in full warpaint. I would much
rather go over the top to a waltz tune than to the best
war song ever written, I don't know why. . . .

Crash ! The band ceases I Something is hap-
pening !

Fixed bayonets glitter an instant under an arch-
way. Words of command ring out. The band,
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